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YES 

MAMA. 

THE 

EMPEROR 

LIVES 

HERE. 


LAND SAKES.' 
SO THIS IS 
THE IMPERIAL 
PALACE ! 








: '■J 

&& . ; 


BUT SHE WOULD 
HAVE SUFFERED 
A LOT LESS IF 
IT HADN'T BEEN 
FOR THE WAR. 


I CAN'T 
REMEMBER 

A DAY 

THAT WASN'T 
HARD FOR 
HER. 




I AM KEIJi 
NAKAZAWA... BORN 
IN HIROSHIMA 
CITY, MARCH 
1939... THIRD 
SON OUT OF 
FIVE KIPS. 


THE EARLIEST 

days / CAN 
REMEMBER 
WERE //V 
THE MIDDLE 
OF THE 
WAR THAT 
STARTED 
/N I9W. 


Lmmu 




/ WAKE 
! WE'VE 
GOT TO RUN 
TO THE AIR 
RAID SHELTER' 



STOP BEim 
SILLY! WHAT 
WILL YOU DO 
IF A BOMB 
FALLS? 


I'M 

SlEEPy, 

MAMA/ 



£IKO, 

LOOK 

AFTER 

SUSUMU 


OKAY. 


PAPA! 

I’M 

SlEEPy 


SHAPE 

UP, 

KEUf 



1 










THAT’S 
BECAUSE, 
THE KURE 
} NAVAL 
STATION IS 
i NEAR 
Ik HERE. 


IT SEEMS LIKE 
THE AMERICANS 
ARE MAKING 
RAIDS EVERY 
PAV NOW. 




THESE x \ v 
MOSQUITOS 1 
ARE SITING \ 
ME ALL OVER? 



there ms no 

FOOD. OUR 
STOMACHS 
\ WERE 

I ALWAYS 

EMPry. 


WE HAVE 
TO MAKE 
DO WITH 
WHAT 
WE’VE 
L GOT. 


IS THIS 

ALL I 

GET. 

MAMA? 


SNIP... THERE’S 
NEVER ENOUGH? 
ALL WE GET IS 
BEANS. THERE’S 
HARDLY ANV 
RICE \ 


EVEN WHEN WE 
HAVE MONEY, 
WE CANT BUY 
RICE. IT’S 
THE WAR. 



QUIET, 5US0MU? 

IF WE’RE 
CAUGHT WE’LL 
GET WHACKED. 


WHEN wfy 
MOTHER 
WASN'T 
LOOKING * 
I'D TAKE 
RICE FROM 
THE BIN. 


SURE 

IS 

GOOD, 

HUH, 

KEUI? 


THE MORE YOU 
CHEWED IT, 
THE BETTER 
IT TASTED. 




THAT’S 
STRANGE/ 
SOME OF 
THE RICE 
SEEMS TO 
BE GONE i 



H£ HAP NO 
BUSINESS SENSE. 
H£ GAVE Amy 
VALUABLE 
PAINTINGS. 


FOR GENERATIONS 
OUR FA MM WAS 
IN THE BUSINESS 
Of PAINTING 
| WOODEN 
ft _ CLOGS. 


NY FATHER ALSO P/P 
LACQUERWORK AND 
TRADITIONAL STYLE 
PAINTINGS. 



ALL RIGHT, 
WATCH 
CAREFULLY 
NOW. 


FIRST you 
LOOP- 
THE- 
L OOP. 


TEACH ME 
HOW TO 
DRAW A 
SOLDIER, 
PAPA • 
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AMD LOOK? 
YOU’VE 
GOT 
RIFLE - 
TOTING 
SOLDIERS, 


OKAY, THEN. 
YOU CAN 
LEARN FROM 
YOUR PAPA? 


SO YOU WANT 
TO BE AN 
ARTIST WHEN 
YOU GROW 
UP, KEIJI? 


YEAH 


l\l\l\l\/\ 



... IT 

SCRATCHED 

me 

c/fAzyr 


MY HAPPIEST TIMES 
WERE CATCHING 
GRASSHOPPERS. 
WHICH WE'D 

to*, AND 



.AND GOING 
TO BUY 
DUMPLINGS. 


GET IN \ * 
LINE, Vfi- 
EVERYBODY. 

ONLY THREE / ^ 
DUMPLINGS 
A PERSON.J^F 


HEY SIS » 
I'LL STAND 
IN LINE 
AGAIN AND 
GET AN . 
EXTRA BATCH/ 



IN SHORT ■ 
JAf/VT 

LOOKING 
FOR FOOD. 



___ 


THE GUNS 
ON THE 
YA MATO 
ARE SO BIG 
MV WHOLE 
eopy COULD 
FIT INTO 
ONE OF 
THEM ! 


GEE! 

REALLY 









BUT iM MS LETTERS, 

shoj/ wrote that 
HE WAS SO HUNGRY 
THAT HE ATE THE 
BEANS IN HIS 
PILLOW. 


POOR SHOJ I' 
MAYBE WE 
SHOULD GO 
BRING HIM 
HOME.... 


HUH.' SO YOU 
CAN'T EVEN 
EAT IN THE 
COUNTRY ! 


1 





ON AUGUST 6, 
ms » WHEN! 
WAS JUST A 
FIRST-GRADER, 
/ WITNESSED 
A HOLOCAUST 
THAT LEFT 
AN INDELIBLE 
i AMtf/f ON 
%_HISTORV. 


HUFF 

PUFF 


H£Ut, 

SUSUMU 

EIKO... 

HURRY ! 



ISN'T IT 
STRANGE FOR 
AN ENEMY 
PLANE TO COME 
IN THE 
MORNING. 


GEE, IT GOT 
OUT OF HERE 
FAST. MUST'VE 
BEEN A 

SCOUT PLANE? 


YES. 
IT IS 







IT HURTS 
WHEN I RUN 
IN THIS 
CONDITION, 


S88§S 





■ I 


WHEN’S THE 
BABY GONNA 
BE BORN, 

MAMA? 


you WON’T 
KNOW TILL 
IT’S BORN. 



VEAHf I’LL BE 
A BIG BROTHER! 

HIM 


HEY SUSUMUT 
YOU’RE ABOUT 
TO GET A 
LITTLE BROTHER! 
THEN VOU CAN 
START THROWING 
VOUR WEIGHT 
AROUND/ 



BE 

GOOD 

NOW 


ey£ papa .* 

By£ MANIA! 
C'MON SIS, 
YOU’D BETTER 
COME TOO ! 




5Z3ZS3ZS33: 


IT’S 
FOR SCHOOL, 
KEIJI / 

you’D 
SETTER 
GO NOW/ 



THAT WAS THE LAST 
TIME / SAW MY 
FATHER, AAV 
SISTER , AND 
my LITTLE 
v BROTHER. 


THERE WAS 
A CLOUDLESS 
BLUE SKY 
THAT PAY. 


| y '0y /y ■' 

> y / / ' 




TsggF "'Q£F 



SHOULDER TO SHOULDER . 
WERE OFF TO SCHOOL TOGETHER 
THANKS TO MR. SOLDIER! 
FIGHTING FOR OUR COUNTRY, 
FIGHTING FOR OUR COUNTRY 
THANK YOU. MR. SOLDIER t 




.'.x y 





YES. 

MA’AM 


EXCUSE 

ME... 


GEE, i 
DON'T 
KNOW. 


IS THE FIRST GRADE 
CLASS HELD AT 
THE SCHOOL OR 
THE TEMPLE 
TODAY ? 



OH DEAR... 
I WONDER 
WHERE f 
CAN FIND 
OUT... 


WHY, 

SO 

IT 

IS.' 


y 




THAT SCHOOL- 
YARD WALL 
PROVED TO BE 
THE D/EFERENCE 
BETWEEN L/FE 
AND DEATH 
FOR ME . 


HOW COULD / 
HAVE DREAMED 
THAT THIS PLANE 
WOULD DROP 
AN ATOMIC 




A4AH- 


Wm A MILLION FLASHBULBS EXPIOOIM 

at once, a re/tmte yellow-orange 
wsm MiTE-Hor At the center, 

RUSHED TOWARDS ME. / LOST 
COA/SC/OUSMESS — EOR HOW LONG, 
l HAVE NO LOEA, 

• > .4 \ 


oooom , 











WHA-WHAT 

HAPPENED? 

ALL THE 
HOUSES HAVE 
BEEN KNOCKED 
FLAT-f 


: ; H 
: - -- 




wmm 

Is® 













AAAQHHH. 

WATER 

PLEASE 

WATER. 


I IT 
HURTS 


HELP! 

HELP' 



mama; 

papa; 

emof 

SUSUMUf 


OUR HOUSE.. 
IT'S - IT'S 

BURNINQ/ 


M MRS. 
SAKAMOTO if 


VO U'RE THE 
NAKAZAWA’S 
BOV KE I Jl, 
AREN’T 

you? 





My MAMA- 

IS SHE...? 






K-KEIJI 

you ’RE 

SAFE.,, 


MAMAAf 


HERE. 

KEUIf 

HERE// 






MAM A A.' 
IT HURTS? 
IT HURTS? 


I’M TRAPPED 
BETWEEN 
TWO 
BEAMS? 
PO SOME- 
THING? 


KIMIYO? 

KiMtyor 

OVER 

HERE!/ 


SUSUMU 

f? 


I*LL GET 
you OUT 
NOW, 
SUSUMV! 


WAAAHt 

IT 

HURTS? 



i r—r~ 


9-PEAR 


TRIED MTH ALL MV MIGHT 
TO GET MM OUT, THE BEAM 
OVER MS HEAD WOULDN'T 


KIMIYO? 
WHAT’S KEEPING 
YOU? HURRY 
UP AND DO 
s SOMETHING? 




HURRV 


HANG ON 
DEAR? 


GET 
ME OUT 


MAMAA? 

IT HURTS?? 


T8 \1 




BEFORE / KNEW 
iT, WE WERE 

surrounded 
B y FLAMES, 


IT HURTS ? 
IT HURTS f 


/ SAT 
DOWN. 


/ musthave 
TAKEN LEAVE 
OF MY 
SENSES V 


UNHH... 

ITS NO 

GOOD. 

THERE’S 

NOTHING 

WE CAN 

DO. 



DIE 

mm: 

77/m 


RiMiyof 

KWiyof 


MAMAA! 

HELP?/ 

IT HURTS?? 



SHE MUST HAVE D/ED 
INSTANTLY IT WOULD 
HAVE BEEN MUCH 
EAS/ER FOR ME /F 
THE OTHERS NAD 
SEEN S/LENT 
EQ> L/KE S/KOf „ 


E/KO DIDN'T 
MAKE A 
SOUND, 


OMHH 


MRS. NAKAZAWA? 
WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING?/ HURRY! 
RUN f 



IT’S TOO LATE, 
MRS. NAKAZAWA? 


BUT MR. 
SAKAMOTO- 
MY HUSBAND 

AND 

SUSUMU... 


DO you WANT 
TO PIE TOO? 
YOU'D BETTER 
COME NOW! 


PLEASE' 
LET ME 
BE!! 


THEY 

CAN’T 

BE 

SAVED/ 
DON’T 
BE A 
FOOL* 


NO! LET 
ME GO! 
I’LL DIE 
WITH THEM! 


MAMA- 
IT HURTS. 


famvo k 

HlMIVO 


DEAR!/ 

SUSUMU// 

EtKOff 


MMAHHH 
MAMMA d 
IT'S HOT!/ 




PAPA AND 
EIKO AND 
SUSUMU ~0I£D 
IN THAT FIRE? 
NO! IT’S 
NOT TRUE! 






AN ENDLESS 
PROCESS/ON 
OF L/V/NG 
SPECTERS 
FLLED 
through 

THE EARLY 
DA MV. 


THEY 

WALKED 

HUNCHED 

FORWARD, 

DRAGG/NG 

THE/R 

SK/N.... 


/r was 

THE LEAST 
PA/NFUL 

my for 

THENI TO 

WALK. 








STEPPING ON 
CORPSES PIPN'T 
BOTHER M£. 
PETER SEEING 
SO MANY BOP/ES . , 
MY EMOTIONS 
WERE NUMBER. 


SOLPIERS PISTRIBUTEP 
R/CE CANES, BUT 
THE SURROUNDING 
STENCH NAPE 
US NAUSEOUS, 


NE COULDN'T 
EVEN EAT 
THE RICE 
X WED CRAVED 
I' ] FOR SO LONG, 





MY BROTHER FINALLY CAME BACH. 
AND WE ALL MOVED TO THE 
HOUSE OF AM ACQUAINTANCE 
IN THE VILLAGE OF EBA . 

DAY AFTER DAY. CORPSES 
WERE CARRIED BY.... 



HEY, 
THEY ’RE 
BURNING 
BODIES 
AGAIN / 
LET’S GO 
LOOK! 





f 

A 


v 


| tl i: 

IS 

iWM: 



1 


t. — ~_'_r r r - ’.' •^==- — 



/ EVEN 
HELPED 
WITH THE 
CREMATIONS. 


f LEARNED 
THAT human 
BODIES BARE 
THE SAME 
my f/sH 
DO. 



-■&' WHEN THE 
FLAMES REACH 
/ THE CORPSE 

r> FT REARS 
sgi, UP- JUST 


Y IKES! 
LOOK 
AT IT 
JUMP/ 



&F SMOKE FROM THE 
y CREMATION F/RES 
ROSE OVER HIROSHIMA 
WHEREVER JOU LOOKED. 



YASUTO.KEIJI - YOU MUST GO \| 1 1 
DIG UP THE BONES OF YOUR J M 
FATHER, SISTER AND BROTHER. 

AND BRING 

THEM BACK. J ummf I CAN’T REST 

J JTJ ( UNTIL THEY’RE 

^ FOUND. ^ 


EVEN IN THE 
SUBURBS . / 
SAW A MAN 
WHO HAD BEEN 
CRUSHED AGAINST 
A WALL BY THE 
BLAST. 


OKAY, 

MAMA, 

W£’LL 

GO 

TOMOR 

ROW. 





YEAH. 

HIROSHIMA’S 
BEEN BURNEP 
FLAT. 


WOW, LOOK 
YASUTO f 
EVERYTHING 3 
GONE ! 


CHARRED 
BOOTES 
LAV HERE 
AMD THERE 
IN THE 

smoldering 
Raws. . 


fMWX (EATER TANK //■ W 

HELD CORPSES, BLOATED f\ 

AND RED AS WATERMELONS- f / 
££CV2£ WHO HAD TRIED ' 

TO ESCAPE THE HEAT ' ' i 

OF THE FIRE. m I 





THEY WERE BEING 
POISONED By THE 
RADIATION LINGERING 
IN THE CITY. 


AROUND TH/S TIME, PEOPLE 
WHO HAD COME INTO 
HIROSHIMA AFTER THE 
BOMB FELL WERE LOSING 
THEIR HAIR, GETTING _ 
SEVERE DIARRHEA, AND 
DYING, 



WE’RE 
HERE, 
KEUI.THIS 
IS OUR 
HOUSE. 


YEAH. 


LOOK.YASUrO? 
PAPA’S FALETTE 
GOT ALL BENT 
OUT OF SHAPE! 


IT’S BECAUSE 
OF THE HEAT. 
LET’S START 
DIGGING. 




PUFF 

PUFF 



THIS 

ONE 

IS 

PAPA 


HEIJI- 

W£ 

FOUND 

’EM. 


PAPA 



1M 




WHEN / SAW H/S 
BONES, IT FINALLY 
SANK IN THAT 
MY FATHER WAS 
REALLY DEAD. 


EIKO 

AND 

5USUMU 


KEUi... EiKO 
AND 5USUMU 
ARE HERE 
TOO.... 


OKAV ; 

LET’S 

GO. 


YEAH 


SO I CAN’T 
EVER LEARN 
PAINTING 
FROM PAPA.. 



WHEN t HEARD THE BONES OF 
MY FATHER , SISTER AND 
BROTHER RATTLING /N THE 
BUCKET, / FELT REAL 
GRIEF FOR THE FIRST 

WJMEl 


HOLD ON 
TO 'EM 
TIGHT, KEUI. 
I’M GONNA 
GO FASTER 
NOW. , 


OKAY 


YASUTQ 


HEY, WITH THE 
ELECTRIC LIGHTS 
OUT IT’S A GOOD 
THING THEY’VE 
GOT THESE FIRES 
BURNING, HUH, 

, YASUTO ? 


THE 'CREMATION' . FIRES 
AT THE ARMY RIFLE 
RANGE IN ESA 
BURNED FOR NEARLY 
A MONTH. 




WAR £ AIDED ON 
AUGUST IS, /9YS. MY 
BROTHER SHOJ! RETURNED 
FROM THE RURAL EVACUATION. \ 
AND WE BE GAN POSTWAR 
LIFE TOGETHER IN ONE 
SMALL ROOM, 



'£ BURNS ON MX HEAD 

mmmm&m/mmm- : 
mmmm mmmmm 

PUS WAS ALWAYS 002m 
vMiif %H£Nk 



WE NAMED THE 
BABY TOMOKO. 
MY JOB WAS TO 
LOOK AFTER HER 
AND COOK THE 
R/CE. 


<5A QA 
GO O 
QOOH 



MY MOTHER 
WORKED HERSELF 
TO THE BONE . 
NOT ONCE 
D/D I SEE 
HER CRY. 


MY OLDEST 
MOTHER 
WORKED 
HARD T 


BUT THE BOMB 
HAD TAKEN ME 
WE OWNED,. 
LEAvm mm 

D/RE POVERTY 






WE HAVEN’T GOT 
AN/ NEEDLE OR 
THREAD SO I 
FIXED THIS TORN 
PLACE WITH WIRE. 


WE HAD f 
HOTH/NOA WHAT’S 
WO WEARS THAT? 



WE’D EAT ANYTHING... EVEN 
GRASS. SOMETIMES MY 
BROTHER AND / COULD 
GET CLAMS AND SEAWEED 
AT THE SEASHORE. 



MOTHER COULDN’T 
PROVIDE ANY MILK 
FOR TOMOKO, SO 
WE HAD TO FEED 
HER RICE 
BROTH. 


d 

") 











WE GATHERED 
DRIFTWOOD AT 
THE BEACH 
AND CREMATED 
TOMOHO THERE 
W AN ORANGE 
CRATE : 



THE WARMTH FROM THE 
L/TTLE BODy ED 
CARRIED ON MY BACK 
SO OFTEN LASTED A 

com TIME. 


MV MOTHER 
STARED AT 
THE FLAMES 
WITHOUT 
SHEDD/NO 
A tear. 


/ SUPPOSE SHE 
DIDN'T RAVE 
TIME TO CRY... 


IT WAS ALL 

SHE COULD 

US AND KEEP 
HERSELF AUmE 




/ STARTED 
GOING TO A 
NEARBY 
ELEMENTARY 
SCHOOL.... 


IT'S 

HOT 

FAIR. 


aeter SOME r/ME, WE 
-r - SU/LT a SHACK IN THE 
MIDST OF HIROSHIMA'S 
RUINS AND MADE /T 
E- y OUR HOME. 


c? 


D-DAMN m> 
I DIDN'T 
ASK TO 




lilil 

ELEMENTARY SCHOOL , LOCATED 

0 me cmm op mmm. 

at that me me school-W & 1 

HO WINDOWS, NO DESKS AND NO 
BOOKS. 


\mmt.rr 

!i mmo we 

HAD TO STAND 

Of THE 

WAV. ' 


IT’S 

COLD 


YAAAH 

balov r 


CHATTER 

CHATTER 



TO KEEP THEM FROM 
CALLING ME NAMES. 

/ GOT INTO FIGHTS 
ALL THE TIME. 


WHAT 
SHOULD 
I DO 
WITH you 


so irs you AGAIN, 
NAKAZAWA / WHY 
ARE YOU SUCH A 
TROUBLEMAKER? 


TAKE 

THAT, 

you 

NIWNy? 


/ ##5 CALLED TO 
THE PRINCIPAL ’J 
OFFICE ALMOST 
DAILY AND FORCED 
TO STAND IN THE 
HALL . 


owmu 

QUIT 
IT ff 


'/p'JEZS 







BY THE TIME / WAS IN 
THIRD GRADE. HOUSES 
HAD SPRUNG UP AGAIN 
ON THE BURNT PLAIN 
OF HIROSHIMA . 



NO MATTER HOW HARD 

MY MOTHER WORKED , WE 
WERE STILL DIRT-POOR. 

/ ALWAYS KEPT MV 
EYES OPEN FOR FOOD. 


SHE’S A 
CUT/E 

MY CAN-CAN 
DANCING BABY... 



WE COLLECTED 
SCRAP METAL AND 
GLASS TOR POCKET 
MONEY AND HONG 
AROUND THE 
BLACK MARKET 
STALLS. ^ 


NAHM 

MAYBE 
FIVE, j 


THINK THIS 
GLASS IS 
WORTH 
TEN YEN? 


mmm 



THAT’S EITHER 
DOG OR CAT 
MEAT, SHOJI / 


GET YOUR MEAT 
’N* NOODLES 
HERE /A TASTY 
HEAPING BOWL- 
FUL FOR ONLY 
15 YEN ! 



AROUND THAT TIME / 
FIRST LAID EYES ON 
SHIN-TAKARAJIMA, 

AN INCREDIBLY 
THICK COM/C 

BY 

OSAMU 




THERE HADN'T 
BEEN AM 
COMICS TILL 

■ . them 


COMIC I'D EVEN 
BEAD, / IMS 
TOTALLY ABSORBED, 


IN NO TIME 
THE BOOKSTORES 
- WERE TULL Of 
COMIC MAGAZINES 
AND PAPERBACKS . 



phooey on you , 
you OLD 
L CHEAPSKATE' 


I WAS HOOKED 
ON COMA'S. 

/ COLLECTED 
SCRAP METAL 
TO SAVE MONEY 
TO BUY THEM. 


HEY? IF 
YOU’RE 

GONNA 
READ IT, 
BUY IT/ 



r//£* / 

COLLECTING SCRAP 
PAPER AND DRAW- 
ING COMICS OF 
MY OWN. i 


WHEN / 
CARTOONING, 

/ DIDN'T NEED 
FRIENDS. 



AW FAVORITE 

PASTIMES 

BECAME 

CARTOONING AND 
GOING TO THE 
ZS9 YEN MOVIE 
WEATERMAR 
HIROSHIMA ^ 
STATION. Jg\ 



I'D SIT THROUGH THE 
SAME MOm OPERAND 
GAIN WITHOUT 
: „ EATING A BITE. 


THOUGH / DIDN'T 

wmc until 
later, mrcHm 





you GOING 

HOME 

ALREAOV, 

NAKAZAWA 


GEEJT’5 
FIVE NOW. 
I GOTTA 
GO. 


GARY COOPER JUMPS 
ON A MOVING TRAIN 
JUST LIKE THIS l 
WHAM/ 




WHEN / 
ENTERED 
MIDDLE SCHOOL 
/ GOT EVEN 
CRAZIER 
ABOUT 
h COMICS. 


FWOOSH... 

ratatatat 


//V MIDDLE SCHOOL 
WE SPENT MORE 
TIME CLEARING 
AWAY ROCKS AND 
WEEDING THE 
PLAy/NG FIELD THAN 
i STUDYING, m gg 








WELL, 1 
THAT’S 
CERTAINLY 
NOBLE A 
OF YOU. J 


I’VE GOT TO 
WORK HARD AND 
PROVIDE THEM 
WITH A GOOD 
UPBRINGING. 


YOU’RE STILL YOUNG... 1 
WHY DON’T YOU 
THINK ABOUT 
REMARRYING? THINK 
OF YOUR OWN HAPPINESS 
TOO / 4 


I CAN’T DO 
THAT/ HOW 
WOULD MY 
CHILDREN 
F EEL IF I 
REMARRIED? 




WHY ARE YOU 
TAKING THAT 
SALT TO 
SCHOOL? 






HEY YOU? GET 
OUT OF MY 
VEGETABLE 
PATCH? 


THE SALT WAS TO 
G O WITH THE 
CUCUMBERS AND 
TOMATOES HO 
PICK ANP EATON 
THE WAY TO 
Ife, SCHOOL. 


m HEH.. 
THAT’S 
MY 

SECRET/ 





DAMN ...IF 
MY FATHER 
AND OUR 
HOME HADN'T 
BEEN TAKEN 
BV THE BOMB. 



THERE WAS 
NOTHING / 
HATED MORE 
THAN E/ELD 

DAYS AT 
SCHOOL. 


THAT WAS WHEN 
EVERYONE WOULD 
BRtNQ DELICIOUS 

SUSHI BOX LUNCHES 
FROM HOME. ' 



l SUFFERED THROUGH 
THOSE LONG LUNCH 
HOURS BY MYSELF, 
MUNCHING ON A 
TEN-YEN LOAF 
OF BREAD . 


LUNCHES .... WE COULDN’T 
EVEN MAKE RICE BALLS. 
OUR RICE IMS SO FULL 
OF BARLEY IT WOULD 
JUST CRUMBLE APART. 



ALL RIGHT 
FOR THEM 

HUH.... 


SCHOOL DIDN'T 
LEAVE ME WITH 
A SINGLE HAPPY 
MEMORY. 



DAMMIT, IKS ALL BECAUSE OF 
THAT BOMB ...THAT ATOMIC 
BOMB THE AMERICANS 
DROPPEO ON US ... 

IT MAKES ME SICK. 


IN MY THIRD YEAR 
OF MIDDLE SCHOOL, 
I SENT A CARTOON 
PD DRAWN TO THE 
PUBLISHER OF A 
COMICS MAGAZINE. 


ALL I GET 
FOR HONORABLE 
MENTION IS 
MV NAME IN 
SMALL PRINT ! 






WHEN / GRADUATED FROM 

MIDDLE SCHOOL / WANTED 
TO DO SOMETHING THAT 
WOULD HELP ME TO 
PRACTICE DRAWING, 



Mi BOSS NASA 
WAR VETERAN 
WHO YELLED AT 
ME ALL THE TIME. 


mvim, 

NUMB- 

SKULL? 


STOP HITTING 
ME, YOU APE f 
I’M NOT A 
PUNCHING BAG? 



WITH EVERYONE IN THE 
FAMILY WORKING NOW, 
LAUGHTER RETURNED 
TO OUR HOUSE. 


WITH MY FIRST 
MONTH'S PAY 
OF HOOO YEN! 
BOUGHT THINGS 
I’D CRAVED FOR 
A LONG TIME- 
BANANAS AND 
SWEET BEAN 
CAKES. 


MMM ~ 

TASTES 

GREAT, 

MAMA? 






/WAS OVER- 
JOYED TO GET 
WAT FIRST 
PAYAtENT FOR 

4 STORY — 

moo mm 


I’LL BUY A 
PALETTE AND 
WATER DISH 
WITH THIS/ 



t USE THAT 
SAME PALETTE 
AMD WATER 

mmmmc. 




'SOMETHING 
REMINDED ME 
Of YOUUUU, 
BAYBEEEE... 

/ WANNA 
SEE YOU 
AGAIN. ... * 


1 WHEN / WAS NINE- 
TEEN I WAS GIVEN 
FULL RESPONSIBILITY 
FOR THE SIGN PAIN TM 
WORN. MAYBE IT 
MADE ME A LITTLE 
COCKY... ANYWAY 
I TURNED INTO 
SOMETHING OF A 
WILD KIP . 








m mother survived* but 

SHE SPENT THE NEXT THREE 
TEARS IN THE HIROSHIMA 
ATOMIC VKTIAAS HOSPITAL . 
BIT BY BIT SHE REGAINED 
HER HEALTH 


I BROUGHT 
you SOME 
FRUIT TODAY.' 




GO TO TOKYO , 
KEIJI ! NOTHINGS 
GOING TO HAPPEN 
IF YOU STAY IN 


T 


JUST DON'T COME 
BACK WITH YOUR 
TAIL BETWEEN 
YOUR LEGS, 
UNDERSTAND? 


"Yl M 




THAT’S THE 
SPIRIT* IF you 
REMEMBER WHAT 
YOU'VE ALREADY 
BEEN THROUGH, 
NOTHING CAN 
FAZE YOU f 


ru 00 rrf 

I'LL GO TO 
TOKYO AND 

DRAW COMICS! 


DON’T WORRY ABOUT 
ME, YASUTOf I 
LIVED THROUGH 

THE A-BOMB... 

I CAN TAKE 
ANYTHING ! 



I EXPECT TO SEE 
you BACK ON 
VOUR FEET NEXT 
TIME I COME 
HOME! 


THEN I 1 
CAN SHOW 
YOU AROUND 
TOKYO! 


I’M GOING 
TO TOKYO 
TO BE A 
CARTOONIST, 
MAMA f . 


IF THAT’S THE 
PATH YOU’VE 
CHOSEN.KEIJI, 
DO YOUR 
BEST BY IT! 



I WAS ' ; - 

twenty-two 

WHEN I SjET 
OUT FOR 
TOKYO. I 
HAD NO 
IDEA WHAT 
TO EXPECT. 



WHEN THE WHEELS 
STARTED MOVING, MV 
ANXIETY AND THE 
THOUGHT OF LEAVING 
HIROSHIMA MADE ME 
WANT TO JUMP OFF 
M THE TRAIN,* 


NO, DAMMIT ! 
I’LL GO. AND 
I’LL DRAW THE 
COMICS I’VE 
ALWAYS WANTED 
TO DRAW.../ 








FUMiO tSHll, THE EDITOR WHO 
HAD SEEN MY WORM, GOT ME 
A JOB AS ASSISTANT TO 
DAUf KAZUMfNE ! LIVED IN 
A my ONE-ROOM APARTMENT 


AFTER ED BEEN IN TOKYO 
HALE A YEAR , t SOLD A 
ONE-YEAR SERIAL TO BOYS * 
PICTORIAL AND A DfFfERENl 
STORY TO BOYS* KING 
MAGAZINE. 






/ ALS&ME 
SERVED TOR 
A YEAR AS 
ASSISTANT TO 
NAOKf TSUJL 


TIME SURE 
FLIES... 

HAS IT 
ALREADY 
BEEN FIVE 
YEARS ? 


MY WORK 
ASSISTANT V 




IT SURE 
WOULD BE 
NICE TO 

SEE 

MAMA’S 
FACE 
AQAfN- 




AFTER FIVE YEARS’ 
ABSENCE. / RETURNED 
TO HIROSHIMA. MY 
MOTHER WAS 
BUT SHE STILL 
COULDN'T WALK 
FREELY. 







ir SEEMS SHE 
HAD BEEN 


SHE HADN’T SHED A 
TEAR THROUGH THE 
WAR AND BOMBING 
BUT SHE CRIED 
WHEN SHE 
SAW ME. 




/ REALIZED THAT 
BARENTS ARE 
SOMETHING TO 
BE TRULY 
GRATEFUL FOR. 




/ RETURNED TO 
TOKYO AND 
RESUMED MY 
UFE AS BOTH 
A CARTOONIST'S 
ASSISTANT AND 
CREATOR OP 
MY OWN WORK. 



WHEN t was 
Z ft' MY \ \ 

FIANCEE AND 
! GOT 
MARRIED IN 
L HIROSHIMA. 







I C AN DIE HAPPy 
NOW, KEIJI. NOW 
THAT YOU ’RE 
MARRIED, My 
LIFE’S COMPLETE. 


DON’T SAY 
THINGS 
LIKE THAT# 



I’M GONNA MAKE 
THINGS EVEN 
EASIER FOR 
YOU NOW? SO 
YOU’D BETTER 
LIVE A LONG 
TIME AND 



NO SOONER 

mo we 

RETURNED 
FROM THE 
WEPD/NQ 
TO TOKYO 


V-YES 

DEAR. 


SO HURRy AND 
GET WALKING 
AGAIN SO WE 
CAN TAKE YOU 
TO TOKYO? 


V ' \ N '\-V\\\ 


MOTHER DEAD. 
COME AT ONCE, 
AM-MOTHER.. 



A ASH! 

I CANT 
STOP 
SHAKING.. 


WHY COULDN’T 
SHE HAVE LIVED 
A LITTLE LONGER 


MOTHER, YOU 
FOOL ? 
you FOOL? 


IK 





. 

. St SHE 
■ 3 WALLY - 
£45y 
Wtm ME 
MARRED ? 




NCI CHILD WILL 
BE BORN SOON. 


you FOOL? ... AFTER A LIFE, 
OF NOTHING BUT PAIN... 
HOW COULD X>U LET 
YOURSELF DIE JUST WHEN 
THINGS WERE GETTING 
BETTER ?.' 




%:;i 


I WANTED 
MAMA TO 
BE ABLE TO 
HOLD HER 
FIRST 

GRANDCHILD.. 








AFTER A CREMATION 
THE BONES STILL RETAIN 
THEIR SHAPE ...BUT 
THERE ARE NO BONES 
IN MY MOTHER’S ASHES.. 


DAMMIT, I SAW ENOUGH 
BODIES CREMATED AFTER 
THE BOMBING TO KNOW 
WHAT THEY SHOULD 

look une 








DAMN THE BOMB f DAMN THE 
RADIATION THAT CONSUMED MY 
MOTHER'S VERY BONES ’ 

EVEN AFTER SHE DIED, IT WENT 
ON EATING AWAY AT HER.... 




THAT DAMNED 
BOMB... THERE’S 
NO END TO IT.... 


GIVE THEM 
BACK!/ GIVE 
ME BACK 
MY MOTHER’S 
BONES// 



I’LL DRAW CARTOONS 
ABOUT THE ATOMIC 
BOMB , DAMN IT f 
I’LL FIGHT IT AND 
DESTROY IT THROUGH 
CARTOONS’! 


AND I’LL SHOW THE 
ONES WHO STARTED 
THE WAR. THE ONES 
WHO USED US AS 
THEIR PLAYTHINGS f 








ITS BEEN FIVE 
YEARS NOW SINCE 
m MOTHER DIED. 
I’VE DRAWN A 
LOT OF CARTOONS 
ABOUT THE 

|l atomic bomb. 


I NEVER 
QOT TO 
TAKE HER 
ON THAT 
TOUR OF 
TOKYO... 


WHEN YOU WANT 
TO REPAY YOUR 
PARENTS, IT’S 
TOO LATE.” 


WHY’D 

YOU 

DO 

THAT, 

DEAR? 


i DIDN'T 
LIKE THAT 
ICE CREAM! 



KIDS SURE 
HAVE IT 
GOOD 
TODAY..., 


CAN 1 
HAVE 

SOME CAKE 
INSTEAD, 

MAMA? 


OH, I 

SUPPOSE 


YEAH ! ME 
TOO, BABY! 
t LOVE 
YOU TOO/ 


PEACETIME ... I 
WISH I COULD 
HAVE BEEN BORN 
AT A TIME LIKE 
THIS TOO, y KNOW! 


I REALLY 
REALLY 
LOVE YOU/ 






ALMOST THE 
DEADLINE 

for eoys* 

JUMP 

MAGAZINE... 
k I GOTTA 
■ HURRV. 


yiKES! I 

FORGOT 
ABOUT THE 
TIME / 


TIME TO 
GO -HOME 
AND GET 
TO WORK. 



CARTOONS ARE 
HE PATH YOU’VE 
:HQS£N, KEIJL 
m yOUR BEST 
ey it/** 


I WILL, 
MAMA. 

I WILL! 


SShm 



AND SO STANDS LIFE 
AT PRESENT FOR ONE 
KEU! NAKAZAWA. A 
CARTOONING FOOL WHO 
SOMEHOW MAKES A 
LIVING FROM HIS 
COMICS. 


'i 






To the Readers of I SAW IT 

The p rimi tive atomic bombs dropped on Hiroshima and Nagasaki thirty- 
seven years ago seem nearly forgotten in the current rush to produce wea- 
pons capable of wiping humanity off the face of the earth. Today the nuclear 
arms race proceeds unabated, unquestioned and accepted as inevitable by far 
too many. Now, more than ever, people all over the world must take a hard took 
at the facts about those first primitive weapons used on Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki. 

I know more than enough about those bombs; I was caught in the midst of 
the Hiroshima holocaust myself. Never have I felt more strongly than I do now 
that the human race must transcend its ideological differences to stop the 
arms race and eliminat e such weapons. It saddens me that, for all our scien- 
tific progress, we human beings remain forever caught in old ways of 
thinking. 

I SAW IT is only one small part of the truth about the atomic bomb, but I 
hope it will convey to you the horrible destructive power of nuclear weapons. 
We must oppose war and militarism; we must work to eliminate nuclear 

weapons. _ ..... . 

—Keiu Nakazawa 


Mr. Nakazawa currently lives in sub- 
urban Tokyo with his wife and daugh- 
ter. A nineteen volume anthology ojhis 
work , The Peace Comics Collection, was 
published recently . He frequently lec- 
tures to high school assemblies and citi- 
zen groups throughout Japan on the 
experiences of those who died and those 
who survived the atomic bomb . He is 
now working on a feature-length ani- 
mated version of Gen. 

You can write to Keiji Nakazawa c/o Edu 
comics, box 40246, San Francisco. Califor- 
nia, £4140. tLS-A- 

ICeiji Nakazawa's first published cartoon work came out in 1963. Since then he has had over 50 
book- length serials published in paperback format or in Japanese children’s comic weeklies. 

Nakazawa’s first work on the subject of the atomic bomb was Kiaroi Ame ni Utarete CStruck by Black 
Rain”), published in 1968. Other notable works include; 

Aru Hi Totalizes. Ni ("Suddenly One Day 1 '}— the day of the A-bomb (1970) 

Okinawa —life in wartime and postwar U.S.-occupied Okinawa (1970-1) 

Ore Wa Mita (I Saw It)— autobiography (1972) 

Hadashi no Gen (Barefoot Gen)— (1973-4) 

Geki no Kawa ("Geki's River”)— prewar Japan and the Manchurian invasion (1976-7) 

Yukari no Ki no Shita De fVnder the Eucalyptus Tree”)— the post-bomb generation (1977) 

Itsuka Mita Aoi Sora (“When We Last Saw Blue Sky”)— discrimination against A-bomb victims (1978) 

A feature film version of Hadashi no Gen won first prize for best screenplay at the Czech Film Festival in 
1 977. This story was also adapted into an opera, which was performed in Okinawa and Hiroshima tocritical 
acclaim. 






ORDER FORM 

Educomics is eager to correspond with distributors, shops, organizations 
and individuals who can help make Nakazawa’s story available by ordering 
copies of I SAW IT at our generous bulk discounts. 

If you don’t want to cut up your comic, list your order on a separate sheet. 


i SAW IT 

A full color, 48 page comic book. 
Nakazawa’s own true story complete 
in one issue, 
bulk discounts: 

1-9 copies m $2.00 each 

10-49 copies m $1.20 each 

50-99 copies # $1.00 each 

100-999 copies & 804 each 

1000- copies 754 each 

FREE POSTER 

with orders of 20 or more 

Quantity 

Price each 

Amount 
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BAREFOOT GEN 

An English translation of Nakazawa’s 
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Volume 1 tells the first 284 pages of 



Volume II fells the next 341 pages of 
the stone 



Black/white, color covers. 

5%” x 8 V 4 ”. 
bulk discounts: 

1-9 copies are $6 each 

10-19 copies are $4.80 each 

20- copies are $3.60 each 

GEN OF HIROSHIMA 

A black and white 56 page story excerp- 
ted from Barefoot Gen, Color covers. 7 x 
10 V 4 inches, 
bulk discounts: 

1-9 copies m $2.00 each 

10-49 copies m $1.20 each 

50-99 copies m $1.00 each 

100- copies m 804 each 
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FREE CATALOG 

For a copy of the Educomics catalog of 
educational and political comic books, 

% POSTAGf 

($ 

* TAX (Cali fori 

TOTAJ 

SUBTOTAL: 

s/ HANDLING 

1 minimum): 

aia residents): 

L ENCLOSED: 



send an SASE or place an order; (Limit 5 

per order) Mail to: 

EDUCOMICS 

Your Name: box 40246 

Address: — , San Francisco 

City: State: Zip: CA 94140, USA 




BAREFOOT GEN 

Ore Wa Mita (I SAW IT) appeared in a special 
edition of Shonen Jampu rBoy'sJump") maga- 
zine in September 1972. The editor liked the 
work and urged me to create a longer serial 
based on Ore Wa Mita. He said he was sure I 
had much more I wanted to say. 

Encouraged by his enthusiasm, I began writ- 
ing the series that first appeared in the weekly 
Shonen Jampu in June 1 973 and ranfora year 
and a half: Hadashi no Gen (Barefoot Gen). 

Gens family and the other characters in the 
story are all people who really existed. Gen is 
myself. 

— Keiji Nakazawa 


Barefoot Gen is a novel-length cartoon epic about seven year old Gen Nakaoka and his family. 
Together they endure wartime life under a military government* only to be plunged into the 
world’s first nuclear holocaust and its aftermath of devastation* radiation sickness and social 

breakdown. . _ .. . . ... 

Despite its tragic and often brutal context, Barefoot Gems a story of hope and triumph of the 
human spirit. It is also a graphic acount of the consequences of nuclear war. 

Keiji Nakazawa’s Barefoot Gen is a historical fiction based closely on his own experiences. 
Volume I describes life in wartime Hiroshima from the Spring of 1945 through the dropping of 
the bomb. Volume II recreates the ordeal of the survivors in the days following the bombing. 
Each volume is approximately 300 pages. 


Donations to speed the translation, publication and distribution of the third and fourth 
volumes of Barefoot Gen can be sent to Project Gen* 1280 Fourth Avenue *3, San Francisco* 
California* 94122. Project Gen is an all volunteer, not-for-profit organization. 



In 1980 Educomics began serializing Bare- 
foot Gen in comic book format under the title 
Gen of Hiroshima. This series was discon- 
tinued in order to concentrate on I SAW IT and 
ot her projects. The first issue of Gen o f Hiro- 
shima is out of print. The second 56 page 
installment is still available from Educomics. 
Retail price is 82. 





1 SAW IT 

Free Teacher's Guide and Lesson Plan 

Educomics will send free information on how to present nuclear war 
issues to children and a lesson plan for using I SAW IT in classrooms 
for the asking with orders of 30 or more copies. 

Free Poster 

An attractive 11 x 17 inch, two-color poster advertising the availabil- 
ity of I SAW IT is yours with orders of 20 or more copies. It features 
endorsements of I SAW IT written by leading cartoonists and peace 
educators. 
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Sri 5 am, August 6, 1945, Six miles above the city of 
Hiroshima, bomb bay doors snapped open to release “Lit- 
tle Boy/' a code-name for the world's first atomic bomb. 

In an instant thousands of lives were destroyed, while 
the city's buildings, books and paintings caught fire and 
burned. The survivors discovered later that the bomb had 
permanently fainted them with its invisible contamination. 

Keiji Nakazawa was six years old when he experienced 
this holocaust. He survived to write and draw this story. 







